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RICHIE] DON'T 
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READING A BOOK! 
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BOOK THEATER 


Presents HI, BEN ROGERS. DIDN'T NOTICE 


YOU. BEEN HAVING SUCH 
A WONDERFUL TIME 


WHITEWASHING THIS FENCE _ | 
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GLORIA GLAD as BECKY THATCHER 


CAN'T FIGURE WHY | WOULDN'T. THAT WAS TOM SAWYER! 


Elephants are the only animals with four knees. 


DOES A BOY GET A CHANCE TO FRECKLES FRIENDLY as HUCK FINN HE GOT BILLY FISHER TO 
WHITEWASH A FENCE EVERY DAY? REGINA RICH as AUNT POLLY Gore - 


UH GaN DO Si } RICHARD RICH SR as JUDGE THATCHER [ager 
ITA LITTLE? / REGGIE VAN DOUGH as SID SAWYER Til 
NING, MELVIN WEISENHEIMER as BEN ROGERS 
JOE as HIMSELF ! 
MUFF POTTER as HIMSELF 


HIS AUNT POLLY COULDN'T 
BELIEVE HER EYES! 
NO_ GETTING AROUND IT, 
TOM, YOU CAN WORK 
WHEN YOU'VE A MIND To. 


“weew 


S00! pelts PASSED 
JUDGE THATCHER'S BIG HOUSE... 
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DARES TO SPEAK THUS: 
TO GUY OF GUISBORNE? 


TOMS TWO BEST FRIENDS Z ‘WHO ART THAD \] AND HUCKLEBERRY FINN! 
WERE JOE HARPER... Med if 


WAKE ONE 
OF THEM! 


BUT INA FEW SH 
MINUTES... VOICES! 


URRY, MEN. THE MOON, 
WILL BE UP 
ANY MOMENT, 


SOON, A COFFIN IS BROUGHT UP, 
THE BODY INSIDE REMOVED, 
COVERED WITH A BLANKET AND 
BOUND TO A WHEELBARROW. THEN... 
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HIDDEN IN THE DARK, 
THE BOYS SEE... 


”"OH, NOI JOE © pies 
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> HUCK, YOU SURE YOU CAN 
), KEEP QUIET AND NOT TELL 
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ONLY THE IDEA OF HUNTING ~ | 
FOR A BURIED TREASURE Jas 
BASED HIS 


FIGURE THERELL 
BE A TREASURE 
UP THERE? 


‘Sean ARS BEEN TOR he EJ but ONCE THE OLD sPaNiarD| 
MRS OBEN ANGIN | SPOKE, THEY KNEW HE WAS 
AONOTHER PLR JOE IN PIBGUIBE. 


WHAT A GREAT DAY 


JUDGE THATCHER IS 
ING 


‘WHO'S READY F 
FOR THE CAVE? Vi 


OFF BY THEMSELVES, 
TOM AND BECKY 
WERE SOON LOST. 


LATER, TOM BROUGHT BECKY |< = 
BACK TO HER PARENTS AND g 
EXPLAINED WHAT HAPPENED. 


IN MINUTES, SKIFF LOADS OF |” 
MEN SET OFF FOR THE CAVE... 


| KNOW EXACTLY WHERE 
HE IS, JUDGE THATCHER. 
eS Vag _& 4 


| PITIED HIS SUFFERING, \ 
AND IM SORRY FOR HIM. ‘ THE MONEY 
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Fates RU IPIEIR Wand the Magic Chalk 


Today is the first morning when “We'll start with drawing, class. Oh, dear! 
The Nutwood chums start school again. The chalk’s run out—none’s left in here!” 


Then Tigerlily says that she “What nice drawings! I like them all 
Was given some chalk recently. So much we'll hang them on the wall!” 


he summer holidays are over and it’s the Dr. Chimp as he comes out to ring the bell. “I hope 
start of a new school term for Rupert and you had a good summer! It’s nice to see you all 
his friends. “Hello, Bill!” calls Rupert as he again.” 
hurries on his way. “Everyone is very punctual “Welcome back to school!” says Dr. Chimp. 
this morning! I can see Bingo, the Rabbit twins, “We'll start the new term with some drawing 
and even Podgy’s arriving on time!” The play- practice. I don’t mind what you decide to draw, 
ground is full of excited chums, all catching up so long as you make a good job of it!” As the pals 


with each other’s news. “Hello, everyone!” beams __ take our their slates, he rummages behind his desk 
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“A lovely drawing, Ottoline! 
The best triceratops I’ve seen.” 


“It’s break time now—then we'll talk more 
About this ancient dinosaur.” 


Gregory tells the others, “There’s 
A game you make by drawing squares.” 


“It’s called hopscotch, I'll show you how 
You jump across the numbers now!” 


and produces a large cardboard box. “Chalk!” he 
smiles. “You can pass it round and each take a 
stick...” As he opens the box, Dr. Chimp’s smile 
fades. “Oh, dear!” he blinks. “It’s all gone! We 
must have run out at the end of last term!” 

“T’'m afraid we'll have to abandon our draw- 
ing lesson!” sighs Dr. Chimp. “Please, sir!” says 
Tigerlily. “I’ve got some chalk of my own. My 
father gave me a packet as a present. I’m sure 
there’s enough to go round.” “Bravo!” cries the 
teacher. “We can carry on drawing after all! It’s 
very kind of you to share your present.” “That's 
all right!” smiles Tigerlily. “It’s more fun when 


everyone does a drawing.” Each of the pals takes 
a stick of chalk and begins to draw. 

As Rupert thinks what to draw, he suddenly 
has a good idea... “A space rocket!” he smiles. 
“Just like the one I saw at the cinema!” The class- 
room falls silent as the pals all concentrate on 
their drawings. “How are you getting on?” asks 
Dr. Chimp. “I’ve finished!” cries Freddie Fox. “Me, 
too!” calls Bingo. “Come closer, so I can see what 
you've done!” says their teacher. “I say!” he cries. 
“They do look fine. Has everybody finished or are 
there any other drawings we haven't seen?” 

The last drawing is by Rupert's friend Ottoline. 
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Then, suddenly, the ground gives way— 
The pals look on in shocked dismay! 


A trap door snaps shut instantly, 
Leaving no sign of Gregory. 


“Fetch Dr. Chimp!” calls Rupert, then 
Gasps in amazement once again. 


“A dinosaur!” the teacher cries, 
Unable to believe his eyes! 


“A dinosaur!” cries Dr. Chimp. “Look at this, 
everyone. Can you tell me what it’s called?” “A 
triceratops!” calls Rupert. “That's right!” smiles his 
teacher. “It looks a bit fierce with those horns but 
they only ate leaves and plants.” “T still wouldn’t 
like to meet one!” blinks Gregory. “There’s not 
much chance of that!” laughs Dr. Chimp. “They're 
all extinct! Break time now,” he calls. “We'll talk 
about dinosaurs this afternoon.” 

Out in the playground, Gregory tells the others 
that drawing with chalk has given him a good 
idea. “How about a game of hopscotch?” he asks. 
“That sounds fun!” laughs Tigerlily. “Draw out the 


squares and we'll all have a go.” Drawing on the 
ground with his stick of chalk, Gregory writes in 
the numbers to show everybody where to hop. 
“Nearly ready!” he calls as the chums gather 
round. “Who's going to go first?” “You!” laughs 
Rupert. “We'll all follow.” 

Laying his chalk to one side, Gregory stands 
in the first square, ready to start the game. “Hop, 
jump, hop, jump, hop, jump!” he calls. “Your feet 
mustn’t touch the lines and you have to keep mov- 
ing.” Suddenly the guinea pig’s glee gives way to 
a cry of dismay as a trap door swings open and 
sends him plummeting into a gloomy pit. “What's 
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“They're all our drawings!” Rupert blinks. 
“Each one has come to life!” he thinks. 


The strange procession carries on, 
Then Rupert spots where it has gone! 


“Oh, no!” says Tigerlily. “My 
Chalk must be magic—that is why!” 


When Growler sees the dinosaur 
He says that it’s breaking the law! 


happening?” blinks Freddy. “There wasn’t a door 
there a moment ago!” “I know!” says Rupert and 
runs forward to see what's become of his chum. 

To Rupert’s astonishment, the mysterious door 
swings shut again as suddenly as it opened. “Gre- 
gory!” he calls. “Are you all right?” “He's shut in!” 
gasps Freddy. “The squares fit so snugly you can’t 
even see a gap!” “We'll have to fetch Dr. Chimp!” 
says Rupert, but at that very moment, their teacher 
comes sprinting into the playground, running as 
fast as he can. “I wonder what's wrong?” blinks 
Bill. “It almost looks as though something is chas- 
ing him.” 


“Look out!” warns Dr. Chimp. “There's a 
dinosaur on the loose!” “A dinosaur?” gasps 
Rupert. “Why, it’s Ottoline’s triceratops!” “Keep 
back!” warns his teacher as the huge creature 
lumbers into the playground. “But how has my 
drawing come to life?” asks Ottoline. “And why 
has it grown so big?” Before anyone can answer, 
a strange procession comes following in the 
dinosaur’s wake. “My rocket!” marvels Rupert. 
“All the drawings have come to life!” 

As Dr. Chimp and his pupils stand gazing at 
the astonishing parade, Tigerlily picks up 
Gregory’s stick of chalk and gives a cry of dismay. 
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The creature knocks him off his feet, 
Then lumbers on along the street. 


“We'll head them off this way!” he cries. 
“I want to take them by surprise.” 


“Tt must be magic! My father always has some 
that he uses for conjuring tricks. The packets in his 
study must have gotten muddled up—he’s given 
me the wrong one!” More and more chalk cre- 
ations emerge from the classroom and file past Dr. 
Chimp. “They’re escaping into Nutwood!” he 
gasps. “Goodness knows what they'll get up to 
there!” 

Rupert and Bill run on ahead of the others until 
they reach the start of the procession. P.C. Growler 
has already spotted the commotion and orders the 
triceratops to stop. “Halt, in the name of the 
law!” he shouts, blocking the creature’s path. The 


Then Rupert has a good idea— 
“T’ve got some magic chalk left here!” 


The two pals reach the road once more. 
“That wall’s the perfect place to draw!” 


dinosaur pauses, then lowers its head and nudges 
Growler aside. “Now, then!” he warns. “Any of 
that and I'll place you under arrest!” The dinosaur 
lumbers forward and catches Growler with its tail, 
sending him sprawling. 

As the chums chase after the runaway crea- 
tures, Rupert suddenly has a good idea. “The 
chalk!” he cries. “Tigerlily gave me Gregory’s stick 
to look after when we were standing in the play- 
ground. I think I know how we can use it to sort 
things out.” Beckoning for Bill to follow, he leaves 
the path and sets off across the fields as fast as he 
can go. “We need to get far enough ahead of the 
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“Another drawing?” Bill can’t see 
What use the magic chalk will be. 


But then, the door that Rupert drew 
Swings open and they all march through! 


“Look out!” he calls. “They're on their way. 
It isn’t safe for us to stay!” 


“How odd!” says Dr. Chimp. “I'm sure 
That tunnel wasn't here before!” 


procession to prepare a surprise!” he calls. “If 
they see what I’m up to, the plan won't work.” 

Cutting across the field, Rupert joins the road 
again as it nears a steep bank. “Perfect!” he cries. 
“There will be just enough time to make another 
drawing before the chalk creatures arrive.” 
“Another drawing?” blinks Bill. “I thought we 
had enough already!” “This one’s different!” says 
Rupert. He draws a long straight line as high as he 
can, then gets Bill to lift him on to his shoulders. 
“It’s like drawing the goalposts for a game of foot- 
ball in the playground!” says Bill. 

When he has finished drawing on the wall, 


Rupert takes the chalk and marks a pathway on 
the road. “Quick!” calls Bill. “The procession’s 
nearly here.” As Rupert hurries over to join him, 
the triceratops lumbers along the path towards the 
wall. To Bill’s astonishment a great door swings 
open, revealing a long, dark tunnel. “Magic 
chalk!” laughs Rupert. “Magic brought the crea- 
tures into Nutwood and this way it will take 
them out again.” 

Dr. Chimp is astonished to see the chalk crea- 
tures disappearing into the secret chamber. “I did- 
n't know there was a door there!” he blinks. 
“There wasn’t until a few moments ago!” says Bill 
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As Bill explains, the pals decide 
To see if Gregory's inside. 


Inside the tunnel there's no light, 
“It's like the middle of the night!” 


and explains how Rupert drew it with Tigerlily’s 
chalk. Willie Mouse joins Rupert as the last crea- 
tures enter the tunnel. “Where are they going?” he 
blinks. “I’m not sure,” admits Rupert. “But I’m 
certain it’s where we'll find Gregory. All we have 
to do is follow the procession.” 

Rupert and Willie follow the chalk creatures 
into the tunnel only to find the door swinging shut 
behind them. “Wait for me!” calls Bill, but it’s too 
late. As the door slams shut the pair are plunged 
into total darkness. All they can see is the outline 
of a chalk boomerang, spinning through the air. 
“Quick!” calls Rupert. “We mustn’t let it out of 


“I'm coming with you!” Bill calls. “Wait!” 
But then the door shuts. It’s too late! 


The pals are left behind as they 
Watch the procession speed away. 


sight!” Hurrying forward, they find themselves 
back in the procession, but with no idea where the 
path they’re following might end. 

As Rupert and Willie follow the procession 
they find the tunnel growing wider and wider. 
“We've come out into a field!” blinks Rupert. The 
chalk creatures lumber on, then suddenly disap- 
pear over the brow of a hill. When Rupert and 
Willie follow, they are astonished to see a whole 
landscape of hills and trees. “Everything has been 
drawn in chalk!” cries Willie. “It’s like being on a 
huge blackboard!” “I can see a road,” says Rupert. 
“Let’s take that road and see where it leads.” 
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When Rupert follows it he sees 
Achalk path, drawn through hills and trees. 
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The two pals reach the town, then walk 
Through streets of houses drawn with chalk. 


A shepherd greets the puzzled pair. 
“Welcome to Chalk Town—over there.” 


“We're lost!” says Rupert. “I don't know 
In which direction we should go!” 


The two chums follow the road, which twists 
and turns through blackboard fields of sheep. 
After a while, they spot a shepherd and stop to 
ask directions. “Hello!” calls Rupert. “My friend 
and I were wondering if you can tell us where we 
are? We started by following a great procession 
but seem to have lost our way.” “I haven't seen 
any procession,” says the shepherd. “But you’re 
on the road to Chalk Town... those houses mark 
the outskirts. Keep going and you can’t miss it.” 

Rupert and Willie soon arrive in the middle of 
Chalk Town. “The houses look like drawings on a 
blackboard!” says Willie. “Yes!” laughs Rupert. 


“Everything here looks like a drawing. I suppose 
it’s what you'd expect in the Land of Chalk.” As 
the pair get used to the strange surroundings, they 
look around for someone to ask about Gregory. 
“He’s bound to be here somewhere!” says Willie. 
“T wonder?” murmurs Rupert. “So far, Chalk 
Town seems to be completely deserted!” 

Although Chalk Town seems empty, the chums 
finally spot a young boy out walking his dog. 
“Hello!” calls Rupert. “We're looking for a friend 
of ours. I wonder if you’ve seen him.” The boy lis- 
tens carefully to his description of Gregory then 
shakes his head. “I haven’t seen anyone like that! 
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A boy appears. “The quarry’s where The chums set off without delay, 
Your chum might be. Try looking there.” Then spot a sign which points the way. 
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“Look!” Rupert marvels. All around The pals explain that they have come 
Are men, digging chalk from the ground. To try to find their missing chum. 
he says, “But he might be with the others, up at anyone has seen him.” 
the quarry.” “Quarry?” blinks Rupert. “Yes,” says Clambering down to the chalk face, Rupert and 
the boy. “Where they dig for chalk. Everyone in Willie look anxiously around for someone to ask 
Chalk Town works there!” about Gregory. “New recruits?” calls a man with a 
Following the boy’s directions, Rupert and clipboard. “I expect you saw our advert for vacan- 


Willie set off along the road through Chalk Town cies.” “Not exactly!” explains Rupert. “We were 
and past a large sign which points to the quarry. _ looking for a friend of ours who might have 
Peering down, they are astonished to see a huge —_joined you earlier.” “From Chalk Town?” asks the 


white gash in the hillside with teams of men man. “No,” explains Rupert. “He lives with us in 

chipping away at the rock. “It looks enormous!” — Nutwood.” “Try Processing,” suggests the fore- 

gasps Rupert. “I wonder if Gregory is some- man. “That’s where newcomers usually start.” 

where down there with them?” asks Willie. “I Inside the building, Rupert and Willie find 

don’t know,” says Rupert. “Let’s go and ask if workers from the quarry loading chalk boulders 
HARVEY 
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“Try Processing! I think they had 
Anew recruit—an eager lad!” 


“A guinea pig? Why, yes! I'm sure 
He's working in the room next door.” 


The workers send the chums to where 
The sticks of chalk are packed. “Try there.” 


“Hello!” smiles Gregory. “What fun! 
I'm sending chalk to everyone.” 


into a huge machine. A tremendous clanking 
sound fills the air as the rocks are pounded and 
pummelled into dust. The men are so busy that 
nobody notices the chums peeping round the 
door. “Hello!” shouts Rupert above the noise. 
“We've come to look for a friend of ours called 
Gregory.” “Try the Packing Department,” suggests 
one of the men. “I think there’s a new arrival 
working there.” 

Rupert and Willie walk towards the far end of 
the building, where the machine is pouring out 
hundreds of sticks of newly made chalk. As it 
tumbles down a chute, the chalk is packed into 


boxes. “Is this the Packing Department?” asks 
Rupert. “I’ve come to look for a friend of mine 
called Gregory.” “The young guinea pig who’s 
just joined us!” smiles a man. “He's hard at work 
in the next building. Through that door and keep 
going. You’re bound to see him straightaway.” 

As the door swings open, Rupert finally spots 
Gregory, sitting at a desk with a large pot of glue 
and a pile of labels. “Hello!” calls the little guinea 
pig. “Isn’t this fun! I’ve always wondered how 
chalk was made. First I had a guided tour of the 
quarry and then they let me help in the Packing 
Department...” “What are you doing?” asks Willie. 
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“We can’t stay in Chalk Town but how 
Will we get back to Nutwood now?” 


“That box says Nutwood!” Rupert blinks. 
“There must be a way back,” he thinks. 


A clerk says Dr. Chimp is due 
More chalk. “He’s who we send it to.” 


“You've run out? Then I think that we 
Should use Express Delivery!” 


“Sticking address labels on all the boxes!” smiles 
Gregory. “You'd be amazed at the different places 
they go—all over the world!” 

Rupert and Willie are glad that Gregory is safe, 
but can’t think how to go about leaving the Land 
of Chalk. “I was having such fun, I never thought 
about that!” admits Gregory. “There must be a 
way out,” murmurs Rupert. “After all, we found a 
way in.” Looking around the factory, he suddenly 
stares at the pile of boxes. “Nutwood!” he cries. 
“Look, Gregory! One of the boxes is addressed to 
our village. All we have to do is find out how it’s 
being sent!” 


Gregory tells his chums that the clerk in charge 
of orders keeps them written down in a big, heavy 
book. “Nutwood?” he smiles when Rupert shows 
him the box of chalk. “That must be for Dr. 
Chimp! He’s one of our best customers. A regular 
order at the start of each term.” “But term has 
already started!” says Willie. “Dr. Chimp’s run 
out of chalk. That’s why he borrowed some from 
Tigerlily!” “Run out?” cries the clerk. “We'd better 
send this Express Delivery! Follow me.” 

The clerk leads the chums along a dark corri- 
dor, which has a little door at the far end. “Dr. 
Chimp’s orders normally go by post!” he says. 
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“Wait there!” he says and starts to draw 
The pals a tiny little door. 


The three chums are astonished when 
They find they're back at school again! 


“You'll soon be there. It isn’t far!” 
He smiles and holds the door ajar. 


The chums laugh as they show him how 
He's got a box of new chalk now. 


“But as things are so urgent, I think you should 
deliver the chalk by hand.” Pulling the door open, 
he reveals a brightly lit room on the far side and 
invites the astonished pals to clamber through. 
“You won't have much further to go!” he promis- 
es. “Do send Dr. Chimp our apologies. I’ll make 
sure his order is never late again!” 

When Rupert and the others jump down, they 
are amazed to find themselves standing at the 
front of their classroom in Nutwood. “I told you it 
wasn’t far!” laughs the clerk. Rupert spins round 
towards the blackboard, but the little door has 
vanished as miraculously as it first appeared. “I 


don’t believe it!” gasps Willie. “But we did all go 
to the Land of Chalk, didn’t we?” says Gregory. 
“We certainly did!” nods Rupert. “And here's a 
box of chalk to prove it!” 

The pals are still marveling at their adventure 
when who should stride into the room, but Dr. 
Chimp. “Rupert! Willie!” he gasps. “You're back! 
And young Gregory, too. Thank goodness for 
that! I was sure you had all disappeared forever!” 
“We went to the Land of Chalk!” cries Willie. “The 
Land of Where?” blinks his teacher. “The Land of 
Chalk!” laughs Rupert. “They sent you this box by 
special delivery. Very special indeed...” 
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Baby HyEy’s 
Ducktiona 


lot of people know that Russia is the biggest 

country in the world, but not as many know 
that Canada is the next biggest. China is third and 
the U.S., fourth. The biggest part of Russia is called 
Siberia which is really huge. But it’s mostly ice and 
snow and cold, cold weather and, as big as it is, there 
aren’t a lot of people living there. China does have a 
lot of people. There are nearly a billion and a half 
people living in China; three or four hundred million 
more than the population of India which is second in 
population. The U.S., with about 300 million people, 
is a distant third, Indonesia, fourth and Brazil, fifth. 
Big, big Russia is huge but it’s down there at sixth in 
population with about 150 million people. 

So, those are the big countries and, like I said, a 
lot of people, including kids, know at least some- 
thing about how big they are. Not too many know 
what the smallest independent countries are. That 
means countries who have their own governments 

and don’t depend on other countries to run them. 


Well, of the 194 independent countries in the 

world, the one with the smallest number of people 
is Tuvalu which is made up of a group of islands in 
the Pacific about half-way between Hawaii and 
Australia and has a population of a little over 10,000 
people. What it is, is a bunch of coral reefs about 
one-tenth the size of Washington, D.C. That's 
awfully small as countries, cities or even attendance 
at a Spice Girls’ concert go. 

The world’s smallest country in size is Monaco, 
in Europe. It’s famous for its gambling casinos and 
its royal family, which once included a princess 
who was the American movie star, Grace Kelly. 
Monaco is not only a lot smaller than Tuvalu (which 
is a lot smaller than Washington D.C.), but it’s small- 
er than Washington D.C.’s principal shopping mall. 
But the shopping mall doesn’t have a royal family. 

Matter of fact, my grandfather lived on Lake 
George in New York and that was bigger than 
Monaco! But that’s another story. 
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Look, Mom, 
I made it MySelf/ 


Katie Simmons-is-a-second 
grader who lives in Los 
Angeles, California with 
her-Mom-and Dad. She 
loves baseball, swimming, 
climbing very high trees, 
and hanging out with -her 
two dogs, Toto and Teddy. 
However, what she really 
joves to-do-is draw. She 
draws everything from fruit _ 
to animals to “hippie girls 
in-cool clothing.” 


“| like to use markers, paints 
and especially, pastels. IF you want to 
get purple, for instance, you put red 
and blue next to each other and blend 
them with your finger. That way you 
can pick what shade of purple you 
really want. 

Most of my drawings are really serious, 
but one | drew is really crazy. It's a 
picture of a woman and her daughter. 
The mom is wearing a diaper and the 
girl has weird bangs and things coming 
out of her nose. Sometimes it's fun to 
draw things not too serious." 
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SSS 5 = SiS lS i = 


~ CUT OUT SIDES AND ROOF OF BUILDING 
AND CUTALL SLOTS. 


? FOLD ALL PIECES ALONG DOTTED LINES. 
¢ INSERT TABS A$ B into slors ASB. 
ATTACH ROOF THRU SLOTS. 


by P.G. Bradley 
Illustrated by Daniel Torres 


illy Goslin is one of those kids who’s always getting into 

trouble. Like the time he talked Fern Dykstra’s little brother 

Marvin into climbing a telephone pole behind the Dykstra’s 

house and they had to call the fire department to get Mar- 
vin down. Or the time he tried that experiment with electrical cur- 
rents in Mr. Appleweist’s science class and burned down the science 
lab and the girls’ bathroom, which is right next to it. Or the time — 
well, there were just so many times. It’s not because Billy Goslin is a 
bad kid or something. He’s not. His mom and dad say he’s not. His 
teacher, Ms. Schultz, says he’s not. Even his little brother, Alvin, 
who’s awfully smart and never gets into trouble, says he’s not. I 
guess Billy Goslin is just unlucky. 
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For example, Billy Goslin was walking home from school last year and he came 
to a bridge—a little wooden bridge about six feet long that crossed Stoney Brook, 
which is a body of water near his house. The bridge had no railing on it and some- 
times the water slopped over the wooden slats and got slippery. Well, Billy Goslin 
slipped. I mean he really slipped. His feet went up and his head went down and 
he flew into the water. As he fell, he grabbed on to the side of the little wooden 
bridge, and that bridge, which had been sitting over that body of water since way 
before Billy Goslin’s grandpa was born, just came tumbling down into the water 
with him. 

So there he sat, in about eight inches of water, looking up at the sky, with a 
bridge on top of him. 

Well, Billy Goslin was used to getting into trouble, so he just lay there and got to 
thinking. “Am I lying in a stream or a creek or a brook or is this a river?” Well, 
Billy Goslin must have been lying there for half an hour, his body in water, his 
head mostly out of the water, kind of resting on a stone, when who should walk by 
but Mr. Stanwiddle, the nature teacher at Billy Goslin’s school. 

He stopped and took a long look at Billy Goslin. 

“Why are you lying in the water?” he asked. 

“Well,” Billy Goslin said, “I slipped and fell and on the way down, I must have 
grabbed the bridge and it came tumbling down after me. I just thought I’d lie here 
for a while and think.” 

Mr. Stanwiddle looked at him for a long time and nodded. 

“Erosion,” he explained, “The water has been licking at the legs of that bridge 

wae 


eee 


for maybe a hundred years, and it probably washed away the earth that sup- 
ported it. When you walked over it, it didn’t need support, but you probably 
pulled it sideways and there was no dirt there to hold it.” 

Billy Goslin nodded, then wiped some water out of his nose. 

“Can you tell me something?” he asked. “Is this a creek, a brook, a stream, 
or a river?” 

The professor had started to leave, but now he turned back. He really 
enjoyed discussions and questions about nature. 

“That,” he said, “is a stream.” “It’s too long and too rapid to be a brook and 
too deep to be a creek and it’s not big or rapid enough to be a river.” 

With that, he waved goodbye and turned and walked off. 

Billy Goslin, still lying there with the bridge on top of him, was pleased 
that he now knew what body of water he was lying in. Then he slowly slid out 
from under the bridge. 

That night, Billy Goslin’s mom was real angry that he’d come home all wet. 
His dad kinda shrugged—that was his son Billy, all right, and his little brother 
Alfie just laughed. 

In their bedroom later that evening, after he took a hot bath and dried off, 
Billy Goslin turned to Alfie, “You know that bridge that fell on me today?” 

“Yep,” said Alfie. 
“Well,” said Billy Goslin, “What do you think you call the water running 


under it?” 


Can you find what is wrong 
with this picture? 
Here’s a clue: 
there are 12 zany things to find! 


Here’s what’s weird about this picture: 
i499} ou sey eyoy""St y]e yo Sumy ysapulam ayy pue Ays ay} wi ajoy ul ayeus ‘uoow ayy Uo AauoW epAEW “jure you Jo |]nj S1 pay s,yory auyaty 
‘punouS ayy Ut ysi ‘Joop ayy wl ajo @ ui puey e :wooug s Apuag, ‘Ay 4,ued S6id S1yye ayy ul yoo} <punosS ay ut s Kang :aoys auo sey 1adsey ‘sasseyé SuuseaM s,j0q 
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COMPLETELY HOMEMADE ADVENTURES OF 


MAX § MAXINE. STARTED THE. 
DAY WITH NOTHING AT ALL.TO Do. 


WHAT DO I DON'T KNOW. 
YOU WANT TO WHAT Do You 
po TODAY? WANT To DO? 


THIS WOULD HAVE. GONE ON ALL DAY, 
BUT THEIR. PAP INTERRUPTED.. 


KIDS? I HAVE To Go 
TO THE OFFICE TODAY. 
WANNA, COME? 
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[FEN MINUTES LATER] IDS, I HAVE To GO WHAT DON WE DIDN'T 
— BSR) [TO A MEETING. YOU CAN | Te Doe | BRING ANY 
ea ey Yd STAY IN HERE. TOYS. 
Hasan! fy UT g 


I'LL, BET WE COULD MAXINE HELP ME, N 
A MAKE A GAME OUT BEND SOME PAPERCLIPS 
\_ OF PAPERCLIPS! LIKE TAIS. 


NoW SEE HOW LONG 
A CHAIN YOU CAN MAKE 
AND YOU CAN ONLY USE. 
ONE HAND. 


LOOK AT ALL THE 
PENCILS IN HERE! 
I BET WE COULD PLAY 

A GAME LIKE 

“PICK-UP-STICKS.” 

be iceaiat 


IY “nus tS GREAT! 1's JUST 
{ LIKE OUR*BUCKET-O-CHIMPS" 


avy 


GAME BACK, HOME! 


FH NOW WE CREASE THE 1%, 
ENVELOPES OPEN AND 
HANG THEM ON THE WALL. 


w= 
——w. " 

Say 2 
te ee eee 


NOTHING TO DO. 
KIDS. WE CAN 
GO KROME. Now. 


ea 


eA BUNCH OF PENCILS. 
Ae © MASKING TAPE. 
Ny || eo SEVERAL DOZEN 

@) PAPERCLIPS. 


(AND THESE GAMES DON'T HAVE. To BE, 
PLAYED IN YOUR PARENT'S OFFICE.) 
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Giddy-up! 


When I play with my 


Jousting ff. friends, I put my Ride ‘em 

the Knight Be Feegeonrentcny (ee oe 

re ": gallop around the house. 
way It’s so much better than my 


old broomstick with a horse- 


_ Medieval Times is a head on top—I don’t have to 


cool dinner show hold onto anything, and I never 
that a bunch of trip on the stick. “Bronco” is really 
knights and serfs and soft and cuddly and just like a real 


horse—sometimes I even feed him 
carrots. Well, he really doesn’t eat 
much, and I finish them up for him! 
(For ages up to 8.) For store infor- 
mation call (800) 682-3427, $35) _ 
Liam D., 6 years old 


wenches put on for 
you in a huge arena. 
‘The audience is split 
up into teams and everyone roots for 
their knight to beat another knight in 
a big jousting tournament at the end. 
Before that you see a real falcon fly- 
ing around the arena, beautiful Span- 
ish Andalusian horses that dance and 
really cool special effects. But the 
most awesome thing was that you 
have to eat your dinner with your 
fingers! That ruled! (For ages 6 and 
up. For general information call 


mille 
and the SUNFLOWERS, 


(800) 828-2945) 
Sean C.,9 years old 
Chicago, IL 
Flower Power All that Glitters, 
doesn’t have to 
Brcgeeinel peerage it be Gold! 
ampscape! bou arti 
peeer Vincent van Gogh. Vincent iat eee 
Imade a lamp! I actually ree Se et nail polishes called 
Bie 6 OE ee Smackers Cosmic 


made a lamp all by myself! 
This kit, Lampscape, is the 
coolest thing! It comes 
with everything you 
need—paint, animals, 


lived in a beautiful house and 
had at least 1,000 sunflow- 
ers—beautiful and shiny ones. 
When Camille visited Vincent, 
he brought some sunflowers 


‘Nails and they're 
really awesome! Not 
only are they great 
colors (Grape uni- 
verse is my favorite!) 


Rochester, NY 


and all the parts you need to 
make a really neat, working 
lamp! (Ages 6 and up. 
For more information 
call (800) 311-8684, 


ext. 3037, $25) 
Jennifer T., 9 years old. 


Canton, OH =) 


and Vincent put them in a 
vase and painted them. That 
painting became one of the 
most famous and yaluable of 
all time. 

Tliked this book because 
Vincent is one of my favorite 
painters and it showed how 
hard his life was. When I grow 
up, Lwill be a lot of things and 
one is a painter. (Barrons, 
$14.95) ‘ 


but when the polish 
dries, your fingernails 
smell fruity! Iam saving up 
my allowance to get the 
Smackers Cosmic Cheeks gel. 
Too cool! (Bonne Bell, $3.95) 


Sally F, 10 years old 


Chimayo, NM 


I'm sure you've heard of babies who cry, 

Of toddlers who toddle, and tots who wave bye. 

Of peewees who wee-wee, and tykes who wink eyes, 
And infants who sleep to sweet lullabies. 

But have you heard of a babe who could fly? 


Astory is told, though it isn’t well known, 
Of a child who was born but abandoned, 
Nobody knew where the parents had flown, 
The orphan, it seemed, was just stranded. 


Authorities scoured the countryside, 

For the mom and the dad who were no longer there. 
Where they might be, not a soul could decide, 
“Twas as though they had vanished into thin air. 


Left behind, it seemed, on the hospital steps, 

Was a well-bundled infant who smiled as he slept. 

So sweet, this young stranger, the nurses’ hearts leapt, 
The doctors consented, and there he was kept. 


But this babe was different, they soon realized, 
Not like the others, the nurses surmised. 

And the doctors on call were all quite surprised, 
When out of his crib the baby did rise. 


In the beginning he didn’t go high, 

Only a little—an inch, maybe two. 

And how he was doing it, nobody knew, 

For no one had heard of a babe who could fly. 


But as the days passed, the little guy grew, 
And the bigger he got, the higher he flew. 
And soon without aid of a wing or a prayer, 
The tot took to floating around in mid-air. 


Now, an infant who cries is commonly dealt with, 
A toddler who toddles can always be knelt with, 

A kid with full diapers is easily smelt with, 

But a baby who floats is much harder to help with. 


Pediatricians used booster chairs, 

To examine the boy, as he bobbed here and there. 
Nurses climbed ladders to feed the young fellah, 
Candystripers changed diapers while holding umbrellas. 
Custodians nailed up a crib to the ceiling, 

Doctors used stilts to see how he was feeling. 

Interns on trampolines tickled his toes, 

And gave him a bath with a garden hose, 


But not all were pleased with the circumstance, 
Of a strange flying baby appearing by chance, 
On the hospital steps with no mother or father, 
Or grandpa or grandma or uncle or aunt. 


Some of the town folk were dreadfully hesitant, 
Having the baby around as a resident. 

He was too weird, too different they feared, 
And taking him in would set a bad precedent, 


Oh, and the problems this child might cause. 

What he'd run into was anyone's guess, 

Would he grow claws? Would his flying break laws? 
And where would he sleep—in a bed or a nest? 


So, the town sought a way for their least favorite son, 
To teach him that little boys ought not to fly, 

And all the town experts were called in to try, 

But ‘twas easier said, they discovered, than done, 


The experts were baffled, they'd taken their shots, 
When up stepped a janitor well-versed in knots. 
And delicately, as the baby arose, 

Tied his crib with a string, and the string to his toes. 


With a loop and a tug, and a tug on a loop, 
The janitor's genius stood out from the group. 
And the baby who once floated freely in air, 
Was a baby who no longer flew anywhere. 


With the child now firmly attached to the ground, 
There was time to correct him before he'd gone wayward. 
The once flighty lad would at last settle down, 

And learn to be normal, exactly as they were. 


The town folk succeeded, just as they'd vowed, 
In pulling the flying babe’s head from the clouds. 
But more than a tether now kept the boy bound, 


By Ken Langridge 


‘Twas a young heart grown heavy that weighted him down. 


The baby who'd giggled and soared overhead, 
While other tots wiggled and rocked in their beds, 
Forgot about flying and learned how to crawl, 
And soon he was normal, just like one and all. 


The town then resumed its customary ways. 

Living uneventful weeks filled with ordinary days. 
Till one night occurred a simple twist of fate, 

When someone left a nursery window open by mistake. 


It wasn’t until sunrise when the error was discovered, 


And all the nurses ran to where the baby once had hovered, 


There they saw his tether in the early light of dawn, 
But the little crib was empty, and the toddler was gone. 


Only if someone had looked up that night, 
Perhaps they'd have seen in the fading moonlight, 
Three shadowed figures that flew through the sky, 
Heading for home, as one waved goodbye. 


Nothing again would truly excite, 

The town that a flybaby took to new heights. 
Yes, he was different, yes, he was strange, 
And yes, they would miss him, 

All the same. 


Little 
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HE GIRLS BEGIN PACKING IMMEDIATELY. 


AREN'T YOU 


EVER HEAR 
OF DONUTS, 


BAGELS, 
PANCAKES OR... 


MANHOLES?. 


sAND 
MOST IMP: 


ZACK THE THINGS 


ORTANT TO BACH. 


=a 


YOU SHOULD SEE 
WHAT MY MOM MADE 
ME TAKE OUT OF 4 
IY SUITCASE. 


OR THE HOTEL MANHATTAN 
IN_NEW YORK CITY... BUT... 
WE WON'T FORGET WHERE 

WE ARE... <i 


ra 


a 
LOTTA THAT'S A T7 \) 
SUITCASE, NOT ga 
A LUNCH BOX! AK ) 

md) 
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It took 10 million bricks to build the Empire State Building. 


TAL STATON, Waasaseaaianaaes ii] LETS TAKE CARE KIDS, BND) 
= I NEVER SEEN SUCH A MOB. 


‘WOW! AUDREY, 
WHAT A HUGE, 
FANTASTIC PLACE! 


BUT IN A FEW SHORT 
MINUTES, THE GLUE 
HAS GIVEN WAY... 


SOMPLET! 
1931, AND IT'S 102 
STORIES HIGH." 


“THAT'S THE EMPIRI 
WRONG, LOTTA. 2 
UT | HOPE TO THE HOTEL RAN 

}{ New york S/ .B 

TTER ASA CITY SQUARE, 
RIVER. 118 

N To " YORK'S 

| { P PER, 


NO, DOT, IT'S 
THE HOTEL 
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1s Wat Anona 


POINTS OF INTEREST- NYC 


THATS GOTTA BE THEM 
POIFECT DISGUISES! 


THE SHORT BROTHERS 
SAID THEY'D BE DISGUISED 
AS THREE LITTLE GOILS. 
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The Statue of Liberty is modeled after the sculptor's mom, Charlotte Bartholadi. 


Mp HEY, LITTLE Gols! 


IN 


WAITING FOR YOU, 


MUST BE THE 


THIS, OF COURSE, IS-- 
HEH, HEH--FOR YOU. 


GUESS 
Wei 


YOU GIRLS 


AM = 5 


Wren. *LITTLE, 


Hi 
GOILS". AIN'T. 
PpMUGGSY GREAT? 


7 


WHERE DO | 
TAKE YOU-- 
HEH, HEH. 

LITTLE GOILS?, 


(OO? J 


JITHE SHORT BROTHERS?! 


|. GREAT 
 ( ciseuises, 
oe HUH? 
ES 7 
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AT MEANWHILE, AS THEIR DRIVER 
MEIN ONES PASSES Mae BAMOUS BUILDINGS, 
THE GIRLS HEAR, “AND DAT--HEH, Hi! 
4 GOILS, IS ROCKEFELLER CENTE 
. Ba 
OINSI : 
at” ‘ 
Py] = j 
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DOESN’ ENew THERE 


ARE 19 BUILDINGS ON 22 
IPULATION 


ACRES WITH A PO! 
OF OVER 240,000 PEOPLE. 


CALL MOIGATROID WHAT GREAT AWARDS! 
IN THE OTHER CAR, THEY LOE Lie RaAl. 
is. 


TO THREE LITTLE }OLD COINS. 


GOILS? 


GET OUT OF 
HERE. 


THIS IS CENTRAL 
PARK, SMACK IN 
THE MIDDLE OF 
MANHATTAN, 
SEES 
RUN FOR 
HE PARK! 2 V2 MILES LONG. 


IT'S GOT RUNNING PATHS, 

BALLFIELDS, BRIDLE PATHS, 
ICE SKATING RINKS, A 

CAROUSEL, PICNIC GROUNDS} 
AND SO MUCH MORE! 
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THE TRAINS PASS UNDER 
THE MUSEUM OF NATURAL 
HISTORY. ONE OF THE 
WORLD'S GREAT MUSEUMS, 


AS NAT KING’ COLE, JAMES: 
BROWN, ELLA FITZGERALD 
AND MICHABL JACKSON 
GOT THEIR START. 


«AND MUGESY. 
AND HIS COHORTS 
AT HIS HEELS. 


CEL PHONES 
SURE 
ARE GREAT 
INVENTIONS. 


THEY CONTINUE UNDER 
COLUMBIA UNIVERSITY, 
ONE OF THE LEADING 
IVY LEAGUE SCHOOL! 
= 


UNTIL FINALLY THEY REACH 
YANKEE STADIUM, HOME OF 
THE WORLD CHAMPION 
NEW YORK YANKEES! 
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Now in Your Classroom, direct from the Club Ha-Ha, JG . 
HAVE I TOL? YOU ABOUT Ce MY BIG SISTER, MY BIG SISTER —N 
MY LITTLE BROTHERZ MY WAV HE'S SENT 10 Noa] LOVES TO GAB ON THE PHONE... AND 
LITTLE BROTHER IS SUCH THE PRINCIPAL'S CAN SHE TALK! THE OTHER VAY SHE 
A PEST THAT THE OTHER OFFICE $0 OFTEN WAS ON ONE CALL FOR TWO HOURS... 
DAY MY PARENTS GAVE HIM JT\ HE HAS HIS ANP IT WAS THE WRONG NUMBER! A 
A KEY TO THE HOUSE ANV OWN CHAIR. 
IT WAS FOR SOMEONE z 
ELSE'S HOUSE. DIZJA HEAR THE TALK ABOUT 
f ONE ABOUT THE NEAR- SLEEPING, MY 
SIGHTED TURTLE WHOSE ‘ LAZY UNCLE LIKES 
OUR VOG HAS BITTE ——\ BEST FRIEND WAS A TO TAKE LONG 
MAILMAN THREE TIMES. WE GOT OUR MANHOLE COVERZ NAPS... AN? BETWEEN 
FIRST MAIL DELIVERY IN A WHILE THEM HE LIKES 
YESTERDAY. ANYBOPY WANT ANY TO TAKE SHORT 


1996 CHRISTMAS CARDS % ba-dum-dun NAPS. 
i — 


¢ q 
p= Ric - UNO” ny uncre is 30 
HAVE YOU $0, THE DOORBELL RINGS LAZY THAT My PESTY 
HEAR? THAT AND THE LADY OF THE HOUSE BROTHER NAILE? HIS 
SOMEONE STOLE \ OPENS THE DOOR AND THERES SHOES TO THE FLOOR 
Baby HUEY'S A HORSE STANDING THERE HoL?- \\ AND HE NEVER 
RATTLEZ THEY ING A BOX OF MAGAZINES. THE NOTICE@. 
SUSPECT FOWL, WOMAN SCREAMS. "WHAT'S 
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“The Big Speech” 


Art by B.K. Taylor * Story by B.K. Taylor and Tex Ragsdale 


Fortunately, with her drawing ability and imagination, she often worked 
them out in stories. But sometimes she got a little carried away in her 
fantasies ... like the time when she was 
picked to give a speech in front of the school 
assembly. She dreaded it. 

Molly's speech was on “What I Want to 
be When I Grow Up.” Her first choice was 
to be an artist. But everyone knew that 
already, so she decided to talk about 
her second choice — an astronaut. 
She sat down at her desk in her bed- 
room, next to her dog Rockwell, but 
couldn't think of a thing to write. 
Eventually she began to doodle on 
the paper and went into one of 
her fantasies... 

She imagined herself getting 
up late the day of the speech. She 
ran to the bathroom and looked in the mir- 
ror. Yikes! She had the biggest hair-bump she had 
ever seen! She splashed water on it, but that only made it 
a huge, wet hair-bump. 


L= most kids her age, Molly Macintosh had some fears and insecurities. 


Copyright 1998 Stunt Pilot Productions 
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Her mother poked her head in. 
“Yow!” she said. “What’s with your 
hair? Anyway, I wanted to tell you 
that I washed all your clothes this 
morning, but the dryer broke down. 
You'll have to wear your older broth- 
er’s clothes.” 

So poor Molly dressed in 
Spencer's clothes. None fit, 
but the school bus was 
coming, and there was 
nothing else she could 
do. She gathered her 
speech notes and lunchbox 
and ran to the bus stop. 
Her mother called 
out: “I’m sure you'll do 
better than I did on my 
school speech. I forgot 
everything and stood on 
the stage for a half 
hour, saying nothing while everyone laughed and pointed at 
me. But good luck on yours, honey!” 

Now more nervous than ever, Molly ran to the bus stop. 
The school bus pulled up, unfortunately splashing her with 
mud. 

As she got on, the driver 
said: “Hey, you're all muddy! 
Don’t get that on the seat! The 
way you look, it’s a good thing 
you're not giving a speech 
today, where you’d probably 
forget everything you're going 
to say and have to stand in 
front of a crowd of people who 
are laughing and pointing at 
you.” 

As she walked down the 
aisle, she heard the other kids 
talking about her. And 
because she was all muddy, no 
one wanted to sit next to her, 
except one boy who couldn't 
find another seat. But that 
didn’t matter to Molly. She 
had more important things to 
worry about. She had to study 
her speech. 


ARVE 
HAS, FY 


Molly quickly 
sat down and 
looked at her 
notes. They were 
covered with mud. 
She frantically 
tried to clean them 
off, but it was no 
use — they were 
unreadable. Just 
then the bus 
stopped at the 
school. She 
jumped off and ran 
for the door, where 
she was met by 
her friend, Yolan- 
da. “What hap- 
pened to you?” 
Yolanda asked. 

Molly nervously 
began to ramble 
on: “Oh Yolanda, I got up this morning and my hair —” “Never mind about 
that,” Yolanda said, “your speech is next!” They dashed backstage. As they 
passed the principal, he yelled: “Good luck, Molly! Don’t let it worry you that 
this is only the most important speech in the history of the school! Oh, by 
the way — the Queen of England has flown in to hear you.” 


What? Molly 
thought. The 
Queen of England! 
Molly stood there 
waiting to go on, 
shaking like a 
leaf. Yolanda 
said, “You don’t 
look so good. 
You better have 
a bite of my 
sandwich.” 
Yolanda shoved 
half a sandwich 
into Molly’s 
mouth, just as 
the principal 
pushed her out 
on stage. 
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There she stood at the microphone, looking out over the audience in a 
panic. You could hear a pin drop ... until she heard her younger brother Win- 
ston in the front row say: “That’s my sister. But she doesn’t always look that 
bad.” 

Molly cleared her throat and noticed the Queen sitting there impatiently. 
She tried to speak, but the sandwich — a peanut butter sandwich — had 
dried her mouth so much that nothing would come out. She reached over for 
a pitcher of water and drank the entire contents: glug ... glug ... gulg ... glug 
... gulg ... urp! The tiny burp was magnified by the microphone and echoed 
through the auditorium like long drawn-out thunder: BEEEEEEEEE-URRPPP! 


She nervously glanced 
over at the Queen, who was 
frowning and looking at her 
watch. Suddenly a hush 
fell over the audience. 
Everybody was waiting for 
Molly to start talking about 
... What? She couldn’t 
remember! She looked at 
her notes — they were still 
covered with mud. 

There was Winston and 
Spencer laughing and mak- 
ing faces at her. There was 
Yolanda, looking worried. 
Then she remembered. 
“When I grow up,” Molly 
said into the microphone, “I 
want to be an astronaut. 


Being an astronaut is ... uh ... um ... nice to be. It’s a lot like ... being a ... 
astronaut.” The audience was beginning to mumble and get restless. 


Then she saw someone 
coming down the aisle 
toward her, smiling and 
waving. It was aman ina 
space suit — John Glenn, 
just returned from his trip 
into space! He climbed up 
on the stage and stood next 
to Molly at the microphone. 

“Hello, everybody,” John 
Glenn said. “I had to stop in 
because I know just what 
Molly is trying to say. Being 
an astronaut is all about 
teamwork, getting a good 
education, and having a 
positive attitude — just like 
Molly, here.” All Molly could 
do was smile and nod her 
head. Wow, she thought, 
John Glenn, right here in 
our school! 
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He continued: “I just know that 
if Molly, or any of the rest of you 
keep fit, study your science 
and math, and work really 
hard for what you want, you 
can get it. You can be what- 
ever you want to be.” “Thanks 
for coming and helping me out, 
Mr. Glenn,” Molly said. “Call me 
John,” he said and gave her a hug, 
smooshing her face against the glass 
of his helmet. 

“Well, gotta go!” John Glenn said 
cheerfully. He waved to the crowd 
once more, jumped down from the 
stage and hurried out of the audi- 
ence to a standing ovation. Through 
the windows everyone could see his 
waiting space shuttle blast off from 
the soccer field ... zoom around the school once ... and take off into space. 

Yolanda came running up to Molly. “That was so totally cool!” said 
Yolanda. “Do you know what you're going to talk about now? Huh? 

Molly... ?” 

And suddenly, it was Molly’s mother who was shaking her awake. She had 
fallen asleep over her drawing pad. “Molly,” her mom said, “you still have 
your speech to write. Do you know what you're going to talk about?” 

“Yes, Mom,” said Molly confidently. “I know exactly what 
I want to say.” 
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In the January issue of Harvey we asked you to send in 
drawings of everyone's favorite duck, Baby Huey. There 
were so many great illustrations, it was hard to choose 
the winners! Congratulations to you all! 
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Gabrielle Nieporent, 8 
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@,  Kanrishra Flood, 11 


Amni Montoya, 12 


~~ Jared Greenhouse, 8 
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Zyte crystals, the ultimate source of power in the universe. 
With the help of robotic animals he creates, he does just that! 
You probably recognize David Kirk’s artwork from his Miss 
Spider books. Now, he has a new book called, Nova’s Ark. His colorful 
paintings are done in a way that combines his unique style with 3-D computer 
imaging. Three-dimensional or 3-D art is when a flat picture gives the illusion 
of being lifelike: like it's popping right out at you! 
Check out a few of our favorite illustrations from Nova’s Ark. You won't 

believe your eyes! 


‘allaway @ Kirk Company, LLC. Nov. 
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April Fool is? You may not believe it, but it’s/4 little 
Moe. He's like Santa Claus, only instead ofa Saal 
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You may not think that Moe has ever visited you, but look at your 


a little Wacky Moe in everyone! 
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